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she turned to me, and I saw she had tears in her eyes again.
"And these*" she asked "WhatTl happen to them?*
I did not know what to answer Of what avail was it to curse the silence across the Vistula, the silence of Soviet guns and planes^ Fury had long since given way to despair,
A woman crawled over to Zofia's mattress, and with anguished eves searched her face
"It's the little one" she said "Wont you look at her0 She moans in her sleep so badly.*
On the 7th of August that woman had given birth to twins One child had died shortly afterwards* The other still lived. The woman's husband was away with the Home Army, fighting in some other sector. She had had no news from him, but she was very brave and never before had I heard her complain about anything Her face now showed the utmost strain and exhaustion. It was clear that she could not hold out much longer
The baby was not ill. She had no temperature.
"Why don't you take the little one and go to the Fehcian Sisters at Drewmana Street?" I suggested
The woman looked at me, horrified
"To the Felician Sisters?" she repeated *T3ut their building has been badly damaged by bombs. It won't last long under further bombardment"
"And this house here?" I asked, trying not to sound panicky.
"I guess you're right," answered the woman, dropping her head. "II go."
We took her to Drewmana Street, carrying her baby and her suitcases. Zofia, who was in the good graces of the nuns, led the way, for every morning at five-thirty she went to their chapel to attend Holy Mass, Tliey looked a bit askance at me, because they had never seen me with Zofia, but my record with the good nuns was